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Facts  and  Fancies 

The  church  has  a  past  that  is  worth  recording,  a  future 
that  is  worth  planning  for  and  a  present  that  challenges  our 
best  efforts. 

To  aid  in  the  accomplishment  of  these  ends  the  following 
pages  have  been  prepared;  but  printing  costs  money,  and  the 
securing  of  sufficient  money  to  meet  the  current  needs  of  the 
church  is  one  of  the  big  problems. 

Our  project,  as  far  as  publishing  'Tacts  and  Fancies"  is 
concerned,  would  have  fallen  to  the  ground  were  it  not  for 
the  generosity  of  the  following  individuals  and  business 
houses  who  have  made  the  book  a  possibility.  And  right  here 
allow  me  to  say  that  we  appreciate  their  liberality,  and  hope 
that  the  people  who  are  interested  in  the  Walnut  Grove 
parish  will  take  note  of  the  business  houses  here  represented 
and  will  give  them  a  fair  share  of  their  patronage. 

Whatever  proceeds  there  may  be  from  the  sale  of  this 
book  are  to  be  used  in  promoting  the  program  of  the  local 
church;  and  we  trust,  for  the  good  of  the  work,  that  it  will 
receive  a  hearty  receptiion  and  in  a  measure  accomplish  its 
avowed   purpose. 

The  selections  contained  herein,  unless  otherwise  accred- 
ited, are  by  the  pastor  and  have  been  written  under  varied 
circumstances  during  a  period  of  several  years,  and  this  is 
the  first  attempt  to  assemble  them  in  any  form.  If  they  bring 
as  much  pleasure  to  those  who  may  read  as  they  have  al- 
ready brought  to  the  writer  in  their  composition,  then  the 
world  will  be  a  wee  bit  brighter  and  life  will  seem  a  little 
more  worth  living. 

Yours,  In  the  Master's  Name 


Walnut    Grove,    Illinois. 
December  1,  1925 
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IN  MEMORY 

of 

A  Little  Girl 

Who  Used  To  Call  Me 

"Daddy" 


THE  CHURCH  BY  THE  ROADSIDE 

Appolof  ie*  to  Dr.  Pitt 

There's  a  church  in  the  country  by  the  roadside; 

No  lovelier  spot  where  you  rove; 

No  place  is  so  dear  in  the  world  wide 

As  the  little   white   church  at  the   Grove. 

Chorus: 

Come  to  the  church  by  the  roadside; 
0,  come  to  the  church  at  the  Grove. 
No  place  is  so  dear  in  the  world  wide 
As  the  little   white   church   at   the   Grove. 


*Tis  delight  on  a  clear  Sabbath  morning 
To  eome  to  the  ehurch  at  the  Grove, 
And  list  to  the  story  of  Jesus, 
The  Gospel  of  mercy  and  love. 

At  the  church  in  the  eountry  by  the  roadside 
Is  a  school  for  the  girls  and  the  boys. 
There's  a  place  for  each  one  in  the  family, 
O,  come  share  its  pleasures  and  joys! 


(  1  ) 


IDillard    E.  IDoods  and  ILHfe 
Pastor  1 924-- 


THE  CHILDREN  ARE  GONE 


The   children   are  gone 

And    we    sit    here    alone; 

Just  mother  and  I 

In  the  house  all  alone. 

But  the  clock  ticks  so  loud 

Since  the  children  are  gone 

And  it  seems  a  bit  lonely 


Just  two    at    the    table 

And  two  go  to  bed, 
And  two  to  get  up 

When    Morning   has   spread 
A  :.  antle  of  glory 

O'er  hillside  and  plain — 
But  I  wish  that  the  children 

Were   with   us   again. 


0,    give    me    the    racket, 

The   tumult    and   noise, 
The  clutter  of  playthings 

And  broken  up  toys; 
For  it  seems  a  bit  lonely 

When   night's   coming   on, 
And  the  clock  ticks  so  loud 

Since  the  children  are  gone 


(2) 


TO   A   SHEET   OF   PAPER 

Go,  white  winged  messenger, 
I  send  you  forth  into  the  world 
To  carry  the  tidings  that  I  bid  thee. 
You  came  to  me,  virgin   as  the  falling  snow; 
I  have  taken  you  into  my  secret  chambers, 
You  have  had  audience  to  the  counsels  of  my  soul; 
I  have  held  you  to  my  bosom 

And  you  have  been  nourished  to  life  by  the  blood  of 
my  arteries. 

You  are  my  Beloved: 

You  are  blood  of  my  blood  and  spirit  of  my  spirit: 
I  have  made  you  pregnant  with  my  selfhood. 
Your  virginity  is  gone  and  you  are  mine. 
Others  may  look  upon  you  with  scorn  or  envy 
But   you   are   inviolable. 

Go,  carry  my  tidings  to  mankind — 

I  hold  kinship  to  man — 

To  the  toiler  in  the  dark  mine, 

The  laborer  in  the  factory 

The  tiller  of  the  soil; 

The  rich  and  great,  as  well  as  the  despised  and  outcast 

of  earth 
The  good  and  bad,  rich  and  poor,  wise  and  foolish — 
Men  they  are  and  I  am  their  kinsman. 

Go  to  them,  my  Beloved, 

And  spread  before  them  the  passions  of  my  heart. 

Speak  the  language  that  I  have  taught  thee, 

Nor  apologize  for  thy  broken  dialect. 

Men  will  understand  that  you  speak  for  me 

And  whether  they  praise  or  blame, 

Whether  they  hold  you  to  their  hearts 

Or  cast  you  out,  it  is  all  because  of  the  message 

That  I  am  trusting  to  your  care. 

(3) 


Most  people  do  not  know 

Or,  knowing,   deny  that  I  am  their  kinsman; 

But  somewhere  is  a  hungry  heart — 

Somewhere,  someone  is  waiting. 

Go,   find   that   one   and   tell   him   that   a   brother 

would  speak  to  him; 
Then,  when  you  have  his  ear, 
Tell  him  all  that  you  have  learned  of  me, 
And  he  will  give  thee  lodging 
And  bless  thee  for  thy  faithfulness. 


LITTLE   MISCHIEF 

"Little      Mischief/'     that's   your  name, 
But  we  love  you  just  the  same. 
Perhaps  you  wouldn't  be  so  bad 
If  you  had  a  better  day. 
There's  your  mother,   she's  a   saint, 
But  your  daddy — well,  he  ain't, 
Never  was  and  never  maybe, 
But  he  loves  his  precious  baby; 
So  come  here,     you  naughty  chil', 
Let  me  love  you  for  a  while. 
Naught  on  earth  has  quite  the   charms 
That  are  found  in  chubby  arms, 
And   heaven   alone   can   give    the    bliss 
Of  one  good  hug  and  baby  kiss. 


(4) 


WHERE'S   MY   GIRLIE 

"Little  girlie,  with  a  curlie 

Hanging   down   your   back, 

Go  to  school  and  learn  the  rule 

And    bring    your    bucket    back. 

''Take  your  dinner  and  your  primer, 
Learn    to    read    and    write, 

AVith  merry  shout  when  school  is  out 
Come  back  home  at  night." 

So   our  girlie,   with   a   curlie 

Hanging  down   our  back, 
Went  to  school  and  learned  the  rule — 

But  who  is  this  comes  back! 

My   heart's   sweliin' — that   ain't   Helen, 

Standing   there    so    tall! 
Where's  my  girl  with  pretty  curl, 

My  little  one  so  small? 

She's   been   growin'    without    us   knowin', 

Scein'   her   every   day, 
Till,   lo,   a  youth  found   out   the  truth 

And  takes   our  girl   away. 

There's  no  use  crying,'  time  is  flyin'; 

Ever  on  it  goes — 
But  where's  my  girl  with  pretty  curl? 

That's   one   thing   no   one   knows. 


(5) 


PORTS  AFAR 

The  castles  so  fair 
That  I  built  in  the  air 

Have   silently  vanished   away; 
And   the    ships    of   the   sea 
That   were   coming   to   me 

Were  sunk  ere  they  entered  the  bay. 

The  vision   I  had 
When  I  was  a  lad 

It  seems  I  could  never  attain, 
And  the  rainbow  of  youth 
Was  no  more  a  truth 

Than  the  fabled  'palace  in  Spain.' 

0,  why  this  desire 
To  climb  to  the   spire 

Yet  dwell  in  the  basement  alway, 
And  why  should  my  eyes 
Ascend  to  the  skies 

And  my  feet  still  cling  to  the  clay? 

Me  thinks  that  the  soul 
Is  attaining  it's  goal 

And  dwells  in  a  palace  today, 
And  the  ships  of  the  sea 
Really  carry  to  me 

The  spices  from  distant  Cathay. 

The  body  still  clings 
To  material  things 

For  the  body's  a-kin  to  the  clod, 
But  the  spirit  takes  flight 
On  the  pinions  of  light 

To  the  very  portals  of  God. 


(6) 


CLOUDS    GO 

Dreary    day, 

Skies    gray, 

Patter    falls    the    rain; 

Winds    blow, 

Clouds      go, 

Sunshine      comes    again. 

No    light, 

Dark    night 

Wraps    me    like    a    shroud 

Big   moon 

Comes  soon, 

Makes  me  laugh  out  loud. 

Tears    fall 

Over    all, 

Sad  the  day  and  long; 
Laughter      rings, 
Sorrow    wings, 
Bursts    a    happy    song. 


BE     STRONG 


Be   strong!        My   friend,      be   strong! 

Life  is  a  battle  song 

And  not  a  dirge. 

There  are  goals  ahead  that  urge 

Us  to  the  fight 

For  God  and  right. 

Ere  long 

We'll  sing  the  visitor's  song 

Be   strong!        My   friend,      be   strong! 


(7) 


WHAT   IS   SPRING 

Spring  is  just  a  tin  can 

Hanging   to   a    spout 
Stuck  into  a  maple  tree 

And  sap  a-dripping  out; 
Or  maybe  it's  a  robin, 

Singing  fit  to  kill, 
Or  else  a  wild  crab-apple  tree 

Blooming   on    a      hill. 

Spring  is  just  some  downy  chicks 

Sheltered  by  a  hen — 
The  singing  of  the  blue  bird, 

The  chatter  of  the  wren; 
It's  mating  time  and  nesting  time 

In  the  leafy  trees; 
It's  lilac  time   and   clover  time 

And  time  of  honey  bees. 

Spring  is  just  a  splotch  of  sun 

And  then  a  thunder  shower — 
A  swollen  bud  a-bursting, 

A  perfume  laden  flower — 
A  carpet  on  a  clothes  line — 

A  fish  pole  and  a  hook, 
A   can   of   bait — Why,   bless  you, 

Spring  is  just  a  running  brook. 


(8) 


OCTOBER 

Old  age  is  not  like  childhood 

Nor  October  like  the  spring; 

For  you  miss  the  fragrant  blossoms 
And  the  birds  have  taken  wing. 

It  is  true  the  apple  orchards 

Are  a-bending  to  the  ground, 

And  there's  gold  surpassing  Ophir 

In  the  cornfields  dead  and  brown. 

But  the  fruit's  not  like  the  blossom, 
Nor  the   harvest   song  as  gay 

As  the  chorus  in  the  tree  top 
At  the  breaking  of  the  day. 

The  sumac  on  the  hillside 

Adds  a  bit  of  crimson  hue, 

And  the  maple's  like  the  rainbow 
And  the  autumn  skies  are  blue. 

The  forest's  wreathed  in  glory 
Like  the  west  at  set  of  sun, 

And   nature  rests   serenely 

On   the   laurels   she   has   won. 

But  there's  not  the  joy  of  waking 
To   the   song  the   robins   sing: 

Old  age  is  not  like  childhood 

Nor   October  like  the   spring. 


(9) 


THE   GLITTER  OF  GOLD 

They  tell  me  there's  red  in  the  sunset; 

That  the  sky  is  a  wonderful  blue. 
They  say  that  the  roses  are  blooming, 

And  the  rainbow  shines  out  of  the  dew; 
But  what  to  me  are  the  rainbows, 

Or  the  wonderful  blue  of  the  skies? 
For  I'm  growing*  old  and  the  glitter  of  gold 

Has   blinded  my   eyes. 

They  tell  me  the  robin     is  singing; 

They  speak  of  the  hum  of  the  bee; 
They  talk  of  the  sighing  breezes 

And  the  solemn  chant  of  the  sea; 
But  what  to  me  is  the  song  of  the  sea, 

Or  the  music  the  dreamer  hears? 
For  I'm  growing  old  and  the  clanking  of  gold 

Has  deafened  my  ears. 

I  hear  people  talk  of  the  throbbing  heart 

And  the  fiery  passion  of  youth? 
I  see  them  give  alms  to  the  needy, 

And  some  even   die  for  the  truth; 
But  what  care  I  for  the  orphan's  cry, 

Or  what  for  the  widow's  moan? 
For  the   grasping  mart   has   frozen   my   heart 

To  a  stone. 


(10) 


LOVE'S  RECOMPENSE 

It's     breakfast,      dinner     and     supper, 

And  dishes  three  times  a  day: 
That's  the  program  in  April 

And  there's  never  a  change  in  May. 
There's  washing  and  ironing  and  scrubbing 

And  there's  many  a  seam  to  sew, 
And  the  baby  to  mind — but  Henry  is  kind, 

And     the     children — we     love     them     so. 

There's     headache     and     backache     and     pain; 

But  it's  three  square  meals  a  day, 
And  dishes  to  wash  and  dishes  to  dry 

And   dishes   to   put   away; 
And  it's  dresses  to  mend  and  stockings  to  darn, 

And  it's  labor  wherever  I  go: 
I  would  lose  my  mind — but  Henry  is  kind, 

And     the     children — we     love     them     so. 

Then      it's     work     from     morning     till     night 

And  it's  work  in  the  morning  again, 
For  I  am  the  one  to  keep  the  house 

And  get  the  meals  for  the  men. 
So  I  cook  and  wash  dishes  and  scrub, 

And  pray  a  bit  as  I  go — 
It's  an  awful  grind — but  Henry  is  kind, 

And     the     children — we     love     them     so. 


(11) 


THE    ORPHAN-MOTHER 

In  the  stony  concrete 
Is  the  print  of  bare  feet. 

And    once    on    my    breast 
Was  a  tousled  head  pressed. 
I   once    knew    the     charms 
Of  a   baby's   plump   arms 
And  I  looked  into  eyes 
That  were  blue  as  the   skies. 

The   concrete   some   day, 
Will    crumble    away. 

But  the  print  on  my  breast 
So    long    ago    pressed 
By   the   dear  tousled   head 
Of  my  baby  that's  dead 
Is  a  print  that  will  stay 
Thru    eternity's    day. 


AT  MORN  I    HOPE 


At  morn  I  hope. 

At  night 
My   soul   is   smothered   'neath   a   mass   of   sordidnest 
Then  comes  sweet,  soul-refreshing  Sleep, 
And  with  a  magic  balm 
Anoints  my  eyes 
And  gives  me  faith  to  dream 
Of  better  things. 


(12) 


TO  THE  RIVER  OF  TIME 

BOYHOOD 

Onward!      Onward!      Sluggish  river, 

Bear  me  forward   on  thy  breast, 
Let   me   ride   the   topmost  billow, 
Keep  me  ever  on  the  crest. 
Life  is  dull  in  this  drear  region 

And  I  long  to  be  a  man, 
Then  I'll  have  both  fame  and  fortune- 
Bear  me  faster  if  you  can; 
Do  not  keap  me  in  suspension 

For  it  is  so  hard  to  wait 

Onward!       Swiftly    onward,    river, 

I   would   quickly   know   my   fate- 
Let  me  now  be  up  and  doing, 

In  life's  battles  let  me  fight 

Onward  to  the  conflict,  river, 

Bear  me  on  with  all  thy  might. 


MANHOOD 

Now  flow  steady,  noble  river, 
Not    so    rapidly    I'd    ride; 
Pray  stand  still,  O  restless  river, 

Let  me  here   one  hour  abide. 
Youth  for  aye  you've  taken  me 

Ere  its  pleasures  were  begun, 
And  with  speed   each  mile  increasing 

Ever     onward     do     you    run. 
There  is  work  I  must  be  doing, 

Work  that  needs  both  brain  and  brawn- 
Lo,  I  see  the  sun's  declining, 

<Tis  but  one  hour  since  early  dawn — 
Why  so  swiftly,  bounding  river, 

Do  you   bear  me  on   my  way? 
Land  me  on  some  pleasant  island, 

Leave  me  there  and  let  me  stay. 
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OLD    AGE 


Backward!      Backward!      Cruel    river, 

Let  me  look  back  at  the  past: 
Here  is  shadow,  there   was   sunshine 

Ah,    but    could    that    sunshine    last! 
You  are  dashing,  mighty  river, 

Toward   the   fearful   waterfall; 
You  are  soon  to  bear  me  downward 

To    the    narrow,    silent   hall. 
O,    turn    backward,    I   beseech   you, 

Let  me  now  my  childhood  see 

Backward!     Backward!     Backward,  river, 

Let  me  sit  on  mother's  knee. 
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A   HYMN   OF   PRAISE 

0  Lord,  Thy  benefits  to  me 
Are  boundless  as  the  rolling  sea, 
Or  like  the  sands  upon  the  shore, 
No  mortal  tongue  can  count  them  o'er. 
My  very  life  Thou  dost  expand 
From  day  to  day;  and  in  Thy  hands 
Are  worlds   and   stars   and   distant   suns, 
Each    his    allotted    pathway   runs 
A-down  the  years — Thy  Word  sublime. 
Has   brought   them   forth — then,    until   time 
Shall  mark  the   ending  of  my  days, 
Le:  tongue  fcrget  to  sing  Thy  praise. 

0  Lord,  the  bounties  of  Thy  grace 
Are  ever  with  me:  in  what  place 

1  chance  to  be,  Thy  province  hath  run   before 
And  filled  my  cup  to  running  o'er. 

The  sun  moves  ever  on  his  way 
And  brings  new  dawn  from  day  to  day; 
The  spring  comes  on,  the  leaves  appear, 
And   then    the    full    corn    in    the    ear; 
The   wheat   fields   waving   in   the    breeze — 
The  lowing  herds — the    orchard    trees 
Are   fairly   breaking   with   their   store 
Of   luscious   fruit.        What   more 
Could  mortal  ask?   — And  yet 
How    often    doth   my   soul   forget! 
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O    Lord,    the    greatness    of    Thy    Love 

To   sinful  men   is  far  above 

The  power  of  man  to  ever  know. 

The   arching  sky,  the  earth  below, 

With  all  their  wealth,      are   all   from    Thee; 

And  yet  there's  gift  more  dear  to  me 

Than   all   of   these,   for   Thou   didst   send 

Thine  only  Son  to  be  a  friend, 

To   suffer  on  the   cross  and  die 

To   make   men   free.        Then   shall  not   I 

Throughout   the    ages   yet   to    be 

With   all    my    soul    sing   praise   to    Thee! 


THE  DAY  IS  CALLING 

The  day  is  calling; 

And  yesterday  has  taken  flight 
Beyond  the  starry-curtained  night; 
And  whether  gray  or  whether  bright, 

It's  gone. 
Behold  the  morning  cometh  on: 
The  eastern  glory  tells  of  dawn. 

The  day  is  calling. 


The  day  is  calling; 

It   climbs   the   sky.    It's   here, 

With  work  to  do  and  hearts  to  cheer; 

Let  flow  the  sweat  or  sympathetic  tear; 
Be  strong; 

Espouse  the  right,  give  battle  to  the  wrong; 

Leap  to  thy  task  with  shout  and  song. 
The  day  is  calling. 
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ALONG   THE    ROAD 

The  Savior  of  men  passed  down  the  road 

The  road  was  life's  highway — 
And   His   back  was   bent   with   a   heavy   cross 

As   he   traveled   the   road   that    day. 

The    Savior   of   men   passed    down   the    road 

Where   the    automobiles   passed   by, 
And  His  travel-stained  garments  were  gray  with  dust 

And   His   throat   was   parched   and    dry. 

He  wended  his  way  to  the  little  white  church 

On  the  morn   of  the   Sabbath   day; 
But  the  reckless  throng  in   the  road   sped   on — 

To   them    'twas   a   holiday. 

He  paused  and  entered  the  little  white  church 

And  knelt  at  the  altar  in  prayer — 
But  the  reckless  throng  in  the  road  sped  on 
While  the  chapel  was  lone  and  bare. 

But  the   centuries  passed   and  the   Lord   at  last 

Sat  on  a  glorious  throne, 
And  each  of  the  throng,  with  his  riches  gone. 

Appeared  for  judgment  alone. 

"I  was  a  stranger  once  upon  earth 

On  the  road  where  the  cars  passed  by 

And  I  carried  a  load  down  the  dusty  road 
Where   the   automobiles   passed   by. 

"Did    you    slacken    your    speed  or  take  any  heed 

To  the  burden  I  had  to  bear? 
Did   yen   cease    your    play   on  the   Sabbath   day 
Or  humble   your  knee   in   prayer? 
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"Did  you   call  me  your  friend   or  your  money  lend 

To   give   to   the   hungry,    bread?" 
But  without  a  word  to  answer  the  Lord 

The  sinner  bowed  his  head. 


ACCORDING   TO   HIS    WORK 
Rom.   2:4-9 

Considerest  thou  not 
The  abundant  kindness,  forbearance  and 

and  patience  of  God? 
Know  ye  not 
That  by  His  goodness 
He  would  lead  thee  to  repentence? 

But  after  thy  hard  and  impenitent  heart 
Thou  art  storing  up  for  thyself 
Wrath   in   the    day   of   wrath; 
For    His    judgements    are    righteous 
And  He  will  render  to  everyone, 
According  to   his  work. 

To   them    that, 

By   patience   and   well-doing, 

Seek  for  glory  and  honor  and  incorruption, 

Eternal     life. 

But  to  them  that  are  contentious 
And  obey  not  the  truth, 
Indignation    and    wrath, 
Tribulation    and    anguish. 
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LET  ME  FEEL  THY  PRESENCE  NEAR  ME 

Let  me  feel  thy  presence  near  me 

Day  by  day 
If  I'm  sad  then  come  and  cheer  me, 

This  I   pray. 
If  I  wander  from  the  highway 
Into   some  forbidden   byway, 
Where  I  fain  would  go  without  Thee, 
Put  Thy  loving  arms  about  me, 
By  Thy  might  then  hold  me  tightly 
Till  I  learn  to  walk  uprightly 

Every    day, 

Lord,  I  pray. 

Let  me  feel  that  Thou  dost  love  me 

Day  and  night; 
May  Thy  watchful  care  above  me 

Keep    me    right ; 
Should  I  slight  the  truest  treasure 
And  should  lust  for     earthly  pleasure, 
May  Thy  spirit  then  descending, 
With  a  love  that  has  no  ending, 
Show  me  riches  Thou  hast  given — 
Joy  of  earth  and  hope  of  heaven — 

Keep  me  right 

Day  and  night. 
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When  I  come  up  to  the  portal 

Meet  me  there; 
May  my  spirit,  then   immoral, 

Bright  and  fair, 
Clothed  in  robes  of  Thy  adorning, 
Greet  Thee  on  that  hallowed  morning, 
Dwell  with  Thee  thru  years  eternal, 
Where  the  fields  are  ever  vernal, 
Where  the  saints  repeat  the  story, 
Where  the  angels  sing  Thy  glory — 

This  my  prayer, 

Meet  me  there. 


A  MOTHER'S  PASSING 

Her  passing  leaves 
A  throne  without  a  queen, 
A  man  without  a  helpmate, 
Children  without  a  mother's  love 
And  a  home  reduced  to  the  dimension   of  a  house; 

But,  even  so, 

A  soul  has  been  released  from  chains, 

An  altar  built  and  sanctified  by  tears 

And  a  new,  bright  star  has  risen  in  the  galaxy  of  saints. 
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MY  GARDENS 

I  look  into  last  year's  garden 

Where  the  roses  of  Promise  grew; 
But  the  thorns  grew  fast,  and  the  deadly  blast 

And  the  failure  of  rain  and  dew 
Blighted   the     beautiful      roses 

Ere    ever   they   came   to    bloom; 
But  the  thorns  are  there  in  the  garden  bare 

The  past  is  only  a  tomb. 

I  pause  in  the  garden  about  me, 

The  garden  I'm  tending  today; 
I  find  some  flowers  along  the  hours, 

But  briars  clutter  the  way; 
The  roses  are  often  blighted 

And  the  lilies  scarcely  unfold. 
The  soil  is  dank  and  the  weeds  are  rank 

And  the  summer  is  wet  and  cold. 

Beyond   is  my  garden   of   Vision, 

The  garden  of  future  years; 
There  are  beautiful  flowers  and  shady  bowers, 

And  never  a  thorn  appears. 
0,  the  wonderful  roses   of   Promise 

And    the    lilies,    dazzling    white, 
In  my  garden  of  dreams  where  everything  seems 

So   lovely  and   pure   and   bright. 

Let  me  live  in  my  garden  of  Vision 

And  gather  the  blossoms  there; 
Let  me  bask  in  the  sun  till  the  day  is  done 

Inhaling    the    balmy    air. 
Let  me  live  in  my  garden  of  Vision, 

The  garden  of  sweet  perfume, 
For  briers  today  are  along  the  way 

And  the  past  is  only  a  tomb. 
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LOVE 

Love  is  the  magnet 

That   draws   heart  to   heart, 
And  love   causes  heartaches 

When  lovers  must  part. 
Love  makes  the  wanderer, 

Though  he  may  roam 
To    countries   far   distant 

Yearn    for    his    home. 
It  is  love  that  plants  lilies 

On  newly  laid  sod, 
And  it's  love  binds  the  world 

To  the  bosom  of  God. 


Our  fathers 

Never  soared  above  the  clouds 

In    airplanes; 

But,  by  prayer, 

They   climbed  the   stars 

And   reached 

The  throne   of   God. 
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A     PRAYER 

I  pray  Thee,  Lord,  let  me  forget 

The  little  thing  o'er  which  I  fret 

From    morn    till    night — things    which    annoy 

And  steal  from  life  the  sacred  joy 

Of   living.        Help   me   to   pass 

From  out  my  house  of  littleness 

Where  darkened  windows  cast  a  pall 

Upon  the  dingy,  frescoed  wall. 

Break  Thou  the  galling  chain  of  fears; 

Make  me  ashamed  of  foolish  tears 

O'er  pleasures  gone  or  hopes  deferred 

Strike  from  me  all  my  fetters,  Lord. 

Help  me  to  hold,  a  gem  more  dear 

Than  costly  pearl,  the  crystal  tear 

That  crept  unbidden  down  the  cheek, 

Nor  yet  a  word  the  lips  could  speak, 

In  sympathy,  because  some  heart 

Was   bleeding.     Let   not   depart 

From  memory  those  words  of  flame 

That  someone  spoke  in  Love's  dear  name. 

Keep  still  upon  my  hand  the  press 

Of  Friendship  in  my  sore  distress. 
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Help  me,  my  Lord,  with  steady  gaze, 
To  face   the   coming  throng   of   days; 
Help  me  to   have  a  faith  that  holds 
Firm  like  a  rock  when  life  unfolds 
Some   darkened   scroll,   or  when   alarms 
Ring   out.        Help   me   to   know   that   storms 
Can  never  shake  Thy  steadfast  throne 
From  its  foundations.        And  not  alone 
For  faith  I  pray,  but  fill  my  heart 
With  brother-love;     then  let  my  part 
Be  just  to  live,     in  deed  and  word, 
A    brother-man,      I    pray    Thee,      Lord. 


FOOTPRINTS 

Early  one  morning 

Of  some  far  away  yesterday 

A  tiny  shell  fish 

Walked   across   the   earth. 

Today 

I  can  see  his  footprints. 

By  tomorrow,  or  the  day  after, 
Who  will  know  or  care 
That  I  have  been  here? 


(24) 


ROADS 

There  are  sunny  roads  and  shady  roads 

And  roads  to  the  distant  hills, 
And  roads  thru  the  fields  and  roads  thru  the  woods 

And  roads  by  the  winding  rills; 
There  are  muddy  roads  and  concrete  roads 

And  roads  thru  the  sandy  loam; 

But  any  old  road  is  a  good  old  road 

If  it's  a  road  that  lead  toward  home. 

There  are  scenic  roads  and  pleasant  roads 

And  roads  where  you  love  to  ride; 
There   are   up-hill   roads   and   rugged  roads 

And  roads  where  you  slip  and  slide; 
There  are  lonely  roads  and  desolate  roads 

And  roads  where  the  lovers  roam; 
But  any  old  road  is  a  good  old  road 

If  it's  a  road  that  lead  toward  home. 


BUBBLES 


Some  folks 

Delight  to  blow  bubbles; 
Hoping,  perchance, 

That  one  might   even  reach  the  sky. 

Others 

Delight  to  prick  them 
Just  to  prove 

That  bubbles  burst. 

As  for  me, 

I    shall    continue    blowing   bubbles, 
Because:  Without  dreams, 

The  darkness  would  swallow  me. 

(25) 


Bishop  Edwin  H.  Hughes,  Chicago 


BISHOP    EDWIN    H.    HUGHES 

It  is  my  assured  conviction  that  often  church  work  is 
abandoned  in  rural  districts  when  it  should  be  vigorously  con- 
tinued. I  cannot  quite  conceive  how  a  church  and  other  insti- 
tutions, miles  away,  can  cast  their  influences  so  far  over  the 
distances. 

The  only  hope  of  a  right  moral  atmosphere  is  in  the  church. 
Maintain  it  at  all   costs. 

Cordially, 

Edwin  H.   Hughes, 

Presiding  Bishop, 

Chicago,    111. 


I  have  yet  to  find 

A   thornless   rose, 

A  weedless  garden, 

A  perfect  life 

Or  a  heart 

That  knows  no   anguish. 
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T.  E.  NEWLAND 

Pastor       1893 — 1897 

When  I  came  to  Walnut  Grove  as  pastor,  the  charge  was 
composed  of  Pleasant  Mound,  Lynn  Grove,  Greenbush  and 
Youngstown.  At  the  end  of  the  first  year  Greenbush  and 
Youngstown  were  taken  elsewhere  by  Presiding  Elder  Crum- 
baker  and  Holly  Hill  school  house  as  an  appointment  was  add- 
ed. In  the  latter  arrangement  distances  were  shortened  and 
drives  lightened,  though  for  weeks  at  a  time  snowdrifts  must 
be  overcome,  bottomless  mud  "forded,"  and  clay  hills  climbed. 
Congregations  were  good  at  all  seasons  of  the  year  when 
roads  and  weather  made  it  possible  for  the  people  to  come. 
"When  the  Elder  came  'round"  for  the  Quarterly  Meeting, 
or  at  the  time  of  Sunday  School  conventions,  Children's  Day 
and  Christmas  Exercises,  the  churches  would  not  accommodate 
all  those  who  were  always  eagerly  anticipated.  Special 
revival  services  yearly  in  each  of  the  churches  was  the  rule 
and  results  were  expected  and  secured.  We  believed  in  "a 
heart-felt  religion"  and  the  only  way  to  get  it  was  "to  pray 
through."  Frequently  men  were  known  to  come  to  church  to 
scoff  who  remained  to  pray. 

The  fathers  and  mothers  of  that  day  have  largely  gone  to 
their  eternal  home.  With  their  passing  the  system  of  resident 
ownership  passed  also,  and  the  modern  program  has  prevailed 
since.  In  that  other  day  community  interests  were  vital,  for 
the  farm  owner  and  his  family  and  his  life-time  neighbor  and 
neighbor's  family  were  all  greatly  concerned.  The  church,  at 
once  the  social  center  as  well  as  the  spiritual  supply  station  of 
the  community,  held  chief  place  in  the  thought  and  favor  of 
the  community.  Only  the  openly  hostile  remained  outside  the 
influence  of  its  program. 

Since  those  days  "much  water  has  passed  under  that  bridge". 
The  telephone  has  telescoped  homes  until  neighbors  converse 
as  from  adjacent  rocking  chairs,  the  radio  has  radiated  from 
all  centers  of  the  earth  until  the  humblest  farm  home  has 
"listened   in"   to   the   voices   of   the   world,   the   auto    has   de- 
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molished  distances  until  the  Sunday  dinner  is  possible  one 
hundred  miles  from  home  and  modern  magazines  and  all 
sorts  of  alluring  literature,  make  the  program  of  the  modern 
church  well  nigh  impossible  in  some  localities.  Added  to  all 
this  the  transitional  change  in  the  emphasis  of  the  church 
from  a  religion  of  other  worldiness  to  one  vitally  concerned 
with  the  service  due  to  the  world  in  which  we  now  live.  These 
are  not  matters  of  discouragement,  however,  tho'  there 
are  some  sinister  aspects.  The  swing  of  the  pendulum  has 
started  back.  The  day  of  the  country  church  is  not  over.  Its 
message  is  too  vital  to  humanity  and  its  program  as  far  reach- 
ing as  eternity.  We  are  not  facing  the  sunset,  brother  preach- 
er, but  it  is  the  rising  sun  which  is  smiting  our  faces.  The 
strength  of  Protestantism  has  always  been  in  the  rural  sections 
From  the  hills  and  the  prairies  the  circuit  rider  and  the  city 
preachers  alike  have  sprung.  Our  city  work  is  still  in  the 
stage  of  uncertainty  while  the  evangel  of  Methodism  has  had 
and  still  must  have  its  mightiest  triumphs  in  the  country. 

Of  the  great  revivals,  of  the  first  Epworth  League,  of  the 
fine  congregational  singing,  of  the  genuine  whole  souled  hos- 
pitality, of  the  strong  virile  man-like  characters,  of  the  wom- 
anly women,  manifestly  such  by  the  adornment  of  the  grace 
of  God,  of  these  and  more  I  can  only  speak  in  reference  in 
passing.  It  may  be  that  distance  does  lend  enchantment  to  the 
scene,  but  faith  "draws  nigh/'  and  once  more  I  feel  the  thrill 
of  those  early  labors  and  conquests  and  through  memory  am 
refreshed  as  in  the  presence  of  those  whom  we  have  "loved 
and  lost  awhile." 

The  traditions  of  Walnut  Grove,  Lynn  Grove  and  Holly 
Hill  are  rich  in  the  memories  they  bring  of  faith  in  God  and 
zeal  for  His  cause.  It  may  be  that  there  were  human  weak- 
nesses and  frailties,  but  one  must  needs  be  large  in  soul  and 
fervent  in  spirit  if  he  would  serve  the  Lord  as  perfectly  as 
they  did.  "According  to  their  lights"  they  "lived,  loved  and 
labored"  to  be  "worthy  of  the  high  calling  of  God  in  Christ 
Jesus".  It  is  an  ambition  ennobling  to  the  soul  to  desire  to 
be  worthy  sons  and  daughters  of  such  sires. 
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George  William  Curtis  makes  one  of  his  characters  say: 
"The  hills  beyond  the  river  lay  yesterday  at  sunset  in  purple 
gloom.  They  receded  into  airy  distances  of  dream  and  fancy. 
They  sank  softly  into  the  night,  the  peaks  of  the  delectable 
mountains.  But  I  knew,  as  I  gazed  enchanted  that  the  hills, 
so  purple,  soft  of  seeming,  were  hard  and  gray  and  barren  in 
the  wintry  twilight,  and  that  in  the  distance  the  magic  that 
made  them  fair.  So  beyond  the  river  of  time  that  flows  be- 
tween, walk  the  brave  men  and  the  beautiful  women  of  our  an- 
cestry grouped  in  twilight  upon  the  shore.  Distance  smooths 
away  defects  and  with  gentle  darkness  rounds  every  form 
into  grace.  It  steals  the  hardness  from  their  speech  and  every 
word  becomes  a  song.  We  acknowledge  our  inheritance.  We  ac- 
cept our  birthright.  We  own  that  their  careers  have  pledged 
us  to  noble  action.  Every  great  life  is  an  incentive  to  all 
others." 

Very  sincerely  yours, 

T.  E.  Newland, 

Chicago,  111. 


The  street  is  lined  with  houses 
Block   on   block; 
But,   block   on   block, 
There  is  but  one  "home" 
Throughout  its  length. 
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Rev,  Isaac  Cardu?ell  and  Family 
Pastor    1922-23 


J.   W.   FERRIS 
Pastor       1897 — 1899 

The  memory  of  my  pastorate  at  Walnut  Grove  will  be  one 
of  the  outstanding  memories  of  all  the  years  of  my  ministry. 
It  was  the  first  charge,  to  which  I  was  appointed  by  our  An- 
nual Conference.  Young  and  inexperienced,  just  a  youngster 
out  of  school,  I  went  to  this  charge  in  fear  and  trembling. 

The  people  were  very  gracious  and  kind,  and  were  very  con- 
siderate of  my  weaknesses  and  mistakes. 

We   held  two   preaching  services  in  the   morning.   At  Lynn 

Grove  at  9:30  and  then  back  to  the  Mound  Church,  which  was 

situated  one  mile  north  of  the  village,  at  11:30.        It  kept  a 

fellow  hustling,  especially  when  he  had  to  walk,  this  happened 

when  the  roads  were  impassable  for  a  horse. 

In  the  spring  of  1898,  I  enlisted  as  a  private  in  the  6th  111. 
Vol.  Inf.  for  the  War  with  Spain.  Some  of  the  folks  cen- 
sured me,  but  recognized  that  a  young  fellow  straight  with 
the  world  and  ready  for  the  next,  I  had  the  right  and  obliga- 
tion of  service  for  the  weak  and  oppressed  of  Cuba. 

I  was  reappointed  to  the  charge  again  the  next  autumn,  with 
the  addition  of  Avon  in  the  evenings.  This  was  covering  quite 
a  territory,  especially  when  one  walked  the  whole  circuit  and 
preached  three  times  in   one   day. 

I  wish  to  speak  in  appreciation,  referring  back  to  the  S.A.W. 
At  the  first  the  boys  of  the  regiment  felt  that  they  were  not 
being  fed  properly,  and  they  were  right,  so  they  protested. 
The  ladies  of  Walnut  Grove  heard  that  we  were  in  need  of 
food  and  one  morning  there  came  into  camp,  three  large  boxes, 
filled  with  roast  chickens,  cakes,  bread,  fruit,  etc.,  enough  so 
that  the  regiment  feasted  for  about  three  days.  I  must  not 
forget  the  pack  of  cards  that  came  in  one  of  the  boxes.  This 
instance  always  made  a  very  warm  spot  in  my  heart  and 
memory  for  the  ladies  of  the  Walnut  Grove  charge. 
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During  our  two  years  that  we  spent  there,  we  had  some  very 
fine  experiences  in  the  work  of  the  kingdom.  People  were 
brought  into  the  church  and  their  lives  blessed  thereby.  The 
young  people  responded  in  a  manner  very  gratifying,  in  the 
Epworth  League  and  the  Sunday  School,  some  of  the  choicest 
people,  tested  the  verities  of  God's  keeping  and  substaining 
power,  in  the  Valley  of  the  Shadow,  and  to  the  young  and 
inexperienced  minister  came  very  much  of  help  in  his  minis- 
try through  the  added  years.  May  God's  richest  blessing  rest 
upon  you  Bro.  Woods  and  upon  all  the  people  in  the  work  of 
the  Kingdom  through  your  charge,  is  my  prayer. 

Sincerely  yours, 

J.  W.  Ferris, 

Abingdon,    111. 


There   is  no  light 

But  faith 

To  penetrate  the  shadows 

Dark  and  drear. 
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Reu.  C.  F.  ID  Smith 


C.  F.  W.  SMITH 
District    Superintendent,    1915 — 1921 

This  is  the  "Fact"— God  wants  men.  Man  needs  God.  To 
come  clear  through  to  Him,  and  know  Him,  by  way  of  Jesus 
Christ  is  the  most  wonderful  thing  in  all  the  experience  of 
man.  The  church  is  here  to  get  Christ  and  man  together  and 
through  to  God.       This  is  great  enough  to  shout  over. 

This  is  the  "Fancy"— The  above  "Fact"  having  become  the 
experience  of  every  member,  in  a  very  real  way,  I  fancy  that 
the  Walnut  Grove  church  would  be  one  of  the  most  positive 
centers  for  God  anywhere  to  be  found.  Such  church  could 
take  its  community  for  God.  Other  methods  have  failed 
Why  not  try  God's  way! 

Here  are  greetings,  and  prayers  for  rich  blessings  from  your 
former  District  Superintendent. 

C  F.  W.  Smith, 

Galva,  111. 


The  dead  of  heart 
Walk  down  the  aisles 
Of  God's  great  universe 
Like  blind  beggars 
In  a  master's  studio. 
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O.  M.  DUNLEVY 
Pastor       1920—1921 


I  have  been  asked  to  add  my  mite  to  'Tacts  and  Fancies 
of  a  Country  Parish." 

I  was  raised  in  the   open   eountry  and  most   of   my  public 

the  state  and  nation. 

The  country  church  has  had  no  small  part  in  the  development 
of  these  lives  in  every  community. 

The  church  is  the  one  great  institution  that  has  stood  for 
the  fathers,  mothers  and  children  We  trust  that  . .t  may -long 
live  to  proclaim  its  truths  of  right  living  to  ««»»*«»*  £ 
output  of  noble  character  may  in  years  to  come  be  greatly  in 
creased. 

Here  is  to  the  best  wishes  for  an  enlarged  future  for  the 
country  church.  ^^  ^  ^  ^^  Servicej 

0.  M.  Dunlevy 


Aledo,  111. 


There  is  no  night 

Everywhere 

At  any  time: 

Gcd's   sun    shines 

On   half   the   earth 

The    whole    year    'round. 
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M.   L.   O'HARRA 
District    Superintendent     1921 — 1025 

On  a  station  platform  in  a  little  village,  I  stood  one  morn- 
ing as  the  sun  was  coming  up.  On  a  church  spire  a  block  to  the 
west  was  a  golden  cross.  The  beams  of  the  morning  sun 
baptized  it  in  radiant  splendor.  It  burst  forth  into  such  a  blaze 
of  glory  that  my  eyes  could  look  upon  it  for  only  a  moment 
at  a  time.  Yet  so  compelling  was  its  insistent  challenge  that 
I  found  myself  turning  again  and  again  to  gaze  upon  its  bril- 
liance. 

And  I  thought  that  morning,  what  a  symbol  is  that  shining 
cross  of  what  our  Lord  would  have  every  church  to  be — a 
reflector  of  the  glory  of  the  Sun  of  Righteousness.  The  mes- 
sage of  the  prophet  of  the  olden  time  is  appropriate  for  ev- 
ery church  of  Christ  throughout  the  world.  It  is  a  burning 
message  to  the  church  in  Walnut  Grove.  "Arise  and  shine,  for 
thy  light  is  come  and  the  glory  of  the  Lord  is  risen  upon  thee." 

Shine — by  reflecting  into  the  eyes  of  men  the  glory  of 
Jesus.  The  glory  of  those  qualities  which  made  His  personal 
character  to  shine  as  the  sun  in  its  strength;  the  glory  of  His 
spiritual  devotion  to  His  mission  in  the  earth;  the  glory  of  His 
loving  compassion  for  all  men  everywhere;  the  glory  of  His 
sacrificial  service  for  the  needy  and  the  world-weary;  the 
glory  of  His  world-wide  vision  which  gathered  the  whole  earth 
under  His  protecting  arms. 

If  these  things  be  in  you  and  abound,  then  shall  the  church 
m  Walnut  Grove  be  bathed  in  such  riadiant  beauty  that  it 
will  compel  the  wondering  attention  of  all  them  that  stand 
within  the  circle  of  its  golden  light. 

M.  L.  O'Harra, 
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JOHN   L.   BLOUGH 
Paster    1911 — 1914 

Galesburg,    111. 

When  I  came  to  Walnut  Grove  in  the  fall  of  1911,  I  found 
three  appointments  on  the  charge,  and  the  pastor  was  expect- 
ed to  preach  four  times  a  Sunday  driving  to  the  various  ap- 
pointments with  a  horse  and  buggy.  The  first  few  Sundays 
I  thought  I  had  a  herculean  task  before  me  for  that  year,  for 
I  had  never  preached  more  than  three  times  a  Sunday  before. 
But  the  people  proved  to  be  good  listeners  that  I  soon  dis- 
covered that  it  was  a  pleasure  to  preach  to  them  rather  than 
a  difficult  task. 

Two  conditions  greatly  distressed  me  when  I  arrived  on  the 
charge.  It  was  a  rainy  season  and  there  was  about  two 
feet  of  water  in  the  basement  of  the  church  and  also  of  the 
parsonage.  After  trying  a  hand  pump  to  no  avail,  a  drain 
tile  was  laid  and  the  basements  were  soon  dry. 

And  then  I  was  considerably  worried  because  there  was  no 
sidewalk  from  the  parsonage  to  the  store,  and  the  only  place 
we  had  to  walk  was  in  the  middle  of  the  wagon  road,  as  a 
spreading  hedge  fence  extended  from  the  parsonage  gate  to 
the  railroad  preventing  anyone  from  walking  on  the  little 
strip  of  sod  along  the  roadside.  More  than  once  I  had  to  wear 
my  rubber  boots  to  get  to  the  postoffice.  But  the  good  ladies 
of  the  Aid  Society  gathered  up  enough  money  to  purchase  the 
cement  and  gravel  and  their  husbands  and  brothers  built  a 
good  walk  from  the  church  to  the  railroad,  so  I  had  no  further 
use  for  my  rubber  boots  on  that  charge. 

All  things  considered,  the  Walnut  Grove  charge  is  one  of 
the  most  delightful  charges  that  I  have  had  the  privilege  of 
serving,  and  I  cherish  many  pleasant  memories  of  the  three 
years  that  I  spent  on  the  charge.  Like  all  other  charges  it  has 
had  its  problems  and  discouragements,  but  these  are  only, 
trifles  if  we  take  Christ  as  our  Counselor  and  Leader,  and 
obey  Him  fully. 

Yours  in  the  Master's  Service. 

John  L.  Blough. 

Neponset,  111. 
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Reu.  R   A.  Qordon 


R.  A.  GORDON 
Pastor   1909 — 1911 

To  the  Members  At  Walnut  Grove  Parish: 

I  send  you  greetings.  Serving  God  is  a  joy-giving  busi- 
ness. This  is  especially  true  when  the  work  is  hard,  oppor- 
tunity big,  and  some  measure  of  success  achieved. 

I  know  a  goodly  number  of  rural  fields  in  Illinois.  I 
know  none  with  a  larger  challenge  than  yours.  A  stream  of 
life,  though  small,  passes  continuously  through  your  church 
and  on  into  the  larger  world  of  action.  It  is  like  the  rivu- 
let feeding  the  ocean.  If  the  rivulet  becomes  clogged  by 
waste  and  refuse,  or  poisoned  by  uncleanness,  or  is  lost  in 
burning  sands,  so  much  worse  for  the  ocean. 

The  world  is  better  because  your  church  has  been  func- 
tioning these  years  and  would  be  the  poorer  if  your  labors 
should  cease. 

Our  pastorate  at  Walnut  Grove  was  a  delight  to  us 
Friendships  were  there  formed  which  have,  and  shall,  endure 
I  sincerely  trust  that  some  good  was  done. 

R.  A.  Gordon. 

Peoria,  111. 


Justice  is  a  rod 
Of  rigid  steel; 
But   love 
A    clinging    tendril. 
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R.  E.  BUCKEY 
Presiding    Elder    1903 — 1903 

During  my  pastorate  at  Bushnell,  Dr.  M.  V.  Crumbaker  re- 
sided there  while  he  was  serving  as  presiding  elder  of  the  Ma- 
comb district.  One  beautiful  Sunday  during  the  summer  time 
he  told  me  that  he  was  suffering  from  such  a  severe  cold  that 
it  was  impossible  for  him  to  preach,  and  asked  me  if  I  would 
fill  his  afternoon  appointment  at  Walnut  Grove.  We  secured 
a  horse  and  buggy  and  drove  out  to  the  church,  and  as  we 
drew  near  I  was  surprised  to  see  so  many  horses  and  bug- 
gies at  the  hitch-racks  and  still  others  coming  from  every 
direction.  We  went  into  the  church  and  when  the  hour  an- 
nounced for  service  had  arrived  there  did  not  appear  to  be 
one  available  seat  unoccupied.  And  with  the  exception  of 
probably  twenty-five  to  forty  elderly  persons  the  whole  con- 
gregation was  made  up  of  couples  of  young  people,  a  young 
lady  sitting  by  the  side  of  every  young  man  in  the  church. 
I  was  informed  that  they  had  come  from  every  direction, 
from  far  and  near. 

The  unusual  situation  greatly  impressed  me  and  I  was 
filled  with  anxiety  for  the  outcome  of  that  service;  but  a 
more  respectful  and  attentive  congregation  no  speaker  could 
have  desired.  In  a  quiet  and  thoughtful  mood  the  service 
closed,  and  I  felt  relieved  that  no  levity  or  disorder  had  been 
manifest.  Some  weeks  later  Dr.  Crumbaker  told  me  he  had 
heard  of  three  persons  who  had  been  converted  as  a  result 
of  that  sermon.  That  experience  taught  me  that  the  minister 
cannot  always  tell  when  the  word  preached  may  produce  the 
greatest  results.  Hoping  your  new  book  may  prove  a  fine  suc- 
cess, I  am 

Fraternally  Yours, 

R.  E.  Buckey, 

Canton,  111. 
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Rev.  Norman  Rostroti 


NORMAN  ROSTRON 
Pastor    1917 — 1920 


Upon  memory's  wall  still  hangs  and  always  will,  the  pictures 
of  happenings  and  times  spent  amongst  you  people,  especially 
the  happy  days  with  the  young  folks. 

hJ™e  ^  m\ny  Sad  days  during  our  s°J°urn  with  you, 
but  Oh  how  our  hearts  fill  with  overflowing  as  we  remember 
how  kind  and  good  you  were  to  us  during  the  sickness  of  our 
child. 

May  God  abundantly  bless  and  prosper  you  all. 

Yours  in  Christ's  Name, 

Norman    Rostron, 

Aledo,  111. 


J.    H.    WOODS 
Pastor    1914 — 1915 


Mrs.  Wood  and  I  often  speak  of  our  stay  in  Walnut  Grove. 
We  regard  that  year  spent  in  your  village  as  one  of  the  most 
pleasant  during  our  Ministry.  Memory  holds  many  reverent 
remembrances  of  Friendships  formed  and  cherished.  These 
milestones  of  Christian  Fellowship  have  meant  a  great  deal  to 
us,  as  we  have  traveled  through  Life's  joys  and  sorrows. 

It  is  with  gratitude  that  we  consider  the  many  kindnesses 
tendered  us  by  the  Walnut  Grove  and  Lynn  Grove  people. 
Please  accept  our  kindest  and  sincerest  wishes  in  your  future 
work  for  the  Master. 

Faithfully, 

J.  H.  Wood, 
Rapatee,  111. 
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JOHN  R.  HUBBS 
Pastor     1921 — 1922 

To  me  it  is  indeed  a  great  pleasure  to  add  a  few  lines  to 
this  volume,  for  I  shall  always  cherish  sweet  memories  of  my 
labour  in  Walnut  and  Lynn  Grove. 

The  good  co-operation  the  church  gave  us,  from  the  very 
beginning  was  splendid  and  highly  appreciated.  For  we  were 
co-workers  together  with  God  from  the  very  beginning,  for 
the  dear  Lord  began  to  pour  out  his  spirit  upon  his  people. 

The  church  was  gloriously  revived  and  built  up  in  the  most 
Holy  faith,  now  these  memories  really  are  precious  to  me, 
and  as  I  write  I  see  the  manifestation  of  the  power  of  God  with 
nineteen  souls  kneeling  at  the  altar  of  repentance  at  one  time, 
waiting  for  that  blessed  promise,  where  it  said:  (Joel  2:28) 
"For  it  shall  come  to  pass  afterward,  that  I  will  pour  out  my 
spirit  upon  all  flesh;  and  your  Sons  and  daughters  shall  pro- 
phesy, your  old  men  shall  dream  dreams,  your  young  men 
shall  see  visions."  Now  the  dear  Lord  wonderfully  fulfilled 
this  promise  while  his  Saints  travialed  with  Zion. 

For  God  did  a  work  in  the  hearts  of  his  people  that  surpass- 
ed all  experience.  I  well  remember  one  person  out  of  many, 
that  had  been  a  follower  of  the  Lord  from  a  boy,  but  never 
had  the  strength  to  stand  and  speak  for  his  Christ,  though 
many  years  had  passed  by,  God  so  charged  his  soul  with  the 
holy  Ghost  and  fire,  that  he  could  almost  preach  a  sermon. 

Yea  many  souls  who  had  shunned  and  fought  a  loving  God, 
and  his  blessed  salvation  could  not  resist  the  earnest  plead- 
ings of  the  spirit  any  longer  and  yielded  their  lives  to  his  sweet 
service. 

I  have  always  felt  that  it  was  not  the  hand  of  man,  but  the 
hand  of  God  that  led  his  servant  and  family  to  Walnut  &  Lynn 
Grove,  for  it  was  in  the  beginning  of  my  ministry,  and  the 
fine  spirit  manifested  in  the  hearts  of  God's  people  giving  us 
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Feu.  John  R.   Hubbs 


a  cordial  welcome  surely  was  great  encouragement  to  my  self 
and  wife.  We  learned  that  there  were  folks  who  really  were 
hungrying  for  the  blessed  gospel  of  Christ  for  they  stood  by 
their     humble     servant     as     he     broke     the     bread     of     life. 

And  in  my  prayer  I  always  make  mention  of  them  commend- 
ing their  souls  to  God,  asking  him  to  keep  their  hearts  stayed 
upon  him,  and  be  blameless  unto  the  perfect  day,  that  when 
the  Christ  shall  come  to  claim  his  bride,  that  many  from  the 
Walnut  and  Lynn  Grove  community  shall  be  numbered  with 
the  redeemed,  who  have  their  robes  washed  by  the  blood  of 
the  Lamb.       Amen. 

John  R.  Hubbs, 

Tennessee,   111. 


FLOWERS   FOR  THE   LIVING 

The  rarest  perfume 

Never  enters  the  tomb, 

But  today 

A    boquet 

Will    brighten    the    way 

And  a  smile  or  a  song 

Will    help    one    along. 

So  scatter  your  flowers 

Through   life's   sunny   hours: 

Let  good  words  be  said 

Of    a    friend    ere    he's    dead. 
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PERSONAL  PARAGRAPHS 

James  King,  the  first  of  the  family  in  this  part  of  Illinois, 
was  ordained  an  elder  of  the  Methodist  Episcopal  Church  by 
Bishop  McKendree  in  Tennessee,  November  7,   1810. 

Henry  King,  son  of  Thomas  King  and  grandson  of  James 
King,  was  a  minister  of  the  Methodist  Episcopal  Church. 

Elizabeth  King,  daughter  of  Thomas  King,  was  the  wife  of 
the  late  Rev.  T.  J.  Wood,  of  the  Central  Illinois  Conference. 

Etta  and  Ollie  Paul  of  the  Lynn  Grove  community  are  both 
graduates  of  the  Chicago  Training  School.  Miss  Ollie  is  still 
a  Deaconess  nurse  and  Etta  is  the  wife  of  Dr.  E.  Leigh  Mudge, 
assistant  editor  of  the  Sunday  School  publications  of  the 
Methodist  Episcopal  Church,  Cincinnati,  Ohio. 

Sylvester  Sanford,  a  Swan  Creek  boy,  is  now  a  minister  of 
the  United  Brethren  Church. 

Rev.  T.  E.  Newland,  pastor  of  the  Walnut  Grove  church, 
1893 — 1897,  married  Lorena  George  of  the  Lynn  Grove 
neighborhood.  He  is  now  assistant  secretary  of  the  Board 
of  Hospitals,  Homes  and  Deaconess  Work,  Chicago. 


God  is  so  generous 
And  we  expect  so  much 
And  appreciate  so  little, 
We  forget  to  be  thankful. 
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The   Walnut   Grove    Church 

One  mile  north  of  the  village  of  Walnut  Grove  in  McDon- 
ough  County  is  a  beautiful  elevation  of  land  overlooking  the 
surrounding  prairies  which  has  been  known  for  many  years 
as  Pleasant  Mound. 

It  is  part  of  the  estate  of  James  King,  a  minister  of  the 
Methodist  Episcopal  church,  who  came  from  Tennessee  and 
settled  in  this  locality  in  1846.  Three  years  later  he  died 
and  the  farm  on  which  the  mound  was  situated  passed  into 
the  hands  of  his  son  John  W.  King. 

At  that  time  there  was  no  church  in  the  community  and 
under  the  leadership  of  "Uncle  Billie"  McMahill,  a  local 
preacher,  a  class  was  organiized  which  met  in  the  Union 
schoolhouse,  one  mile  north  and  one-fourth  mile  west  of 
Pleasant  Mound. 

In  the  course  of  a  few  years  the  class  grew  to  a  strong 
society  which  included  in  its  membership  John  Tannehill  and 
his  wife,  "Aunt  Letha",  William  McMahill  and  his  son  George, 
Washington  McMahill,  John  McMahill,  Leonard  Hall,  Moses 
Hand,  Funda  Livingston,  "Uncle  Billie"  Young,  Thomas  King, 
John  W.  King,  Joshua  Larkin,  Joseph  Keith  and  their  respec- 
tive families;  beside,  there  were  no  doubt,  others  whose  names 
the  writer  has  been  unable  to  secure  after  the  lapse  of  seventy 
or  more  years. 

A  church  building  became  a  necessity  and  the  location 
chosen  was  the  elevation  on  the  north  west  corner  of  John 
King's  farm  occupied  by  the  mound  already  referred  to  which 
Mr.  King  donated  for  the  church  and  parsonage  and  the 
church  was  built  and  dedicated  as  Pleasant  Mound  church  in 
1858  by  Wm.  H.  Hunter,  the  Presiding  Elder. 

The  church  was  a  commodious  rectangular  building  with  a 
frame  of  native  timber  taken  from  the  woods  a  few  miles 
north  of  the  church.  Beautiful  trees  were  planted  and,  with 
the  several  houses  of  neighbors  which  clustered  about,  it  was 
indeed  a  "Pleasant  Mound." 
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The  church  was  frequently  crowded  to  its  doors  and  great 
revivals  were  held  within  its  walls;  and  the  shouts  of  triumph 
of  new-born  souls,  or  of  some  "Mother  in  Israel"  made  it  a 
meeting-house  that  was  known  for  many  miles  around. 

Then  came  the  C.  B.  and  Q  railroad  in  1870,  leaving  Pleas- 
ant Mound  one  mile  off  its  right  of  way  and  the  village 
of  Walnut  Grove  came  into  being.  People  settled  about 
the  new  village  and  the  church  was  considered  as  "  out  in  the 
country." 

During  the  pastorate  of  J.  W.  Prouty,  1901-1904  the  par- 
sonage was  torn  down  and  rebuilt  at  Walnut  Grove  and  in 
1908,  C.  E.  Rosencrans,  paster,  the  church  was  also  moved  to 
"The  Grove"  and  remodeled,  giving  it,  in  many  respects  the 
appearance  and  conveniences  of  a  modern  church,  with  base- 
ment, furnace,  class  rooms,  balcony,  sloping  floor  and  com- 
fortable pews  in  place  of  the  old-time  seats. 

Since  its  removal  to  its  present  location  it  has  been  known 
as  the  Walnut  Grove  church,  but  the  mound  where  it  once 
stood,  now  a  part  of  the  James  H.  King  farm  is  a  sacred  spot 
in  the  memory  of  many;  and,  from  the  beginning  of  time,  the 
plow  has  never  broken  the  surface  of  this  hallowed  ground. 

During  the  sixty-seven  years  of  its  existance  the  Walnut 
Grove  church  has  had  a  varied  career.  It  has  always  been 
a  part  of  a  circuit,  connected  at  various  times  with  Avon, 
Greenbush,  Youngstown  and  Swan  Creek,  and  if  the  writer  is 
rightly  informed  with  Bushnell,  Roseville  and  Blandinsville. 
It  is  at  the  present  time  the  head  of  a  circuit  composed  of 
Walnut  Grove,  Lynn  Grove  and  Swan  Creek. 
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THE  LYNN  GROVE  CHURCH 

Lynn  Grove  is  a  country  church  three  miles  southwest  of 
Walnut  Grove  and  six  miles  northwest  of  Bushnell.  Its  his- 
tory as  a  church  dates  back  to  about  the  time  of  the  Civil  War. 

In  the  early  days  the  tendency  was  for  the  pioneers  to 
settle  in  the  timbered  sections  and  along  the  water  courses; 
because  of  the  abundance  of  fuel  and  game,  the  protection 
from  the  winds  afforded  by  the  timber  and  the  convenience  of 
the  rivers  as  thorofares. 

Lynn  Grove  is  a  prairie  section  and  so  was  not  settled  as 
early  as  some  other  portions  of  the  state. 

Before  the  war  there  were  christians  of  the  Presbyterian, 
Baptist,  Methodist  and  United  Brethren  faiths. 

During  the  war  the  Methodists  and  the  Presbyterians  or- 
ganized churches.  The  Methodists  built  the  Lynn  Grove 
church  in  1868  and  a  little  later  the  United  Brethren,  who 
had  also  organized  built  the  Center  church,  two  miles  west  of 
Lynn  Grove.  The  Presbyterians  and  the  Baptists  were  in 
time  absorbed  into  other  churches. 

Among  the  early  Methodists  were:  Jesse  Hagaman,  Levi 
Laney,  Morris  Coykendall,  A.  J.  Tiger,  John  Lane,  Edward 
Lindsey,  Mrs.  Debar,  Mrs.  Streling  Camp,  Mrs.  M.  J.  George 
and   their  respective   families. 

The  Lynn  Grove  Church  stands  on  the  ground  given  by  Wil- 
liam M.  Hagaman,  and  remains  today,  except  for  minor  im- 
provements, just  as  it  was  when  built  nearly  sixty  years  ago. 
It  is  surrounded  by  a  people  who  are  largely  the  descendents 
of  the  earlier  generation  and  who  own  their  farms. 

The  territory  which  is  included  in  the  Lynn  Grove  com- 
munity is  not  large,  and  the  church  would  no  doubt  have  gone 
the  way  of  many  a  country  church  were  it  not  for  the  zeal 
and  loyalty  of  the  people. 

Lynn  Grove  and  Walnut  Grove  have  been  closely  associated 
during  the  years  of  their  existance  and  the  best  interests  of 
both  churches  lies  in  the  continuance  and  strengthening  of 
this  co-operation. 
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THE    SWAN    CREEK    CHURCH 

The  Swan  Creek  church,  like  many  others,  had  its  genesis 
in  the  religion  of  the  early  settlers  who  met  in  private  homes 
and  in  school  houses  till  such  time  as  a  church  could  be 
erected. 

The  first  Methodist  church  in  the  neighborhood  of  Swan 
Creek  to  be  built  was  the  Point  Pleasant  church  three  miles 
northwest  of  Swan  Creek.  About  the  same  time,  in  1858, 
the  Pleasant  Mound  church  was  erected  just  north  of  Walnut 
Grove. 

These  churches  were  about  nine  miles  apart  and  Methodists 
living  between  worshiped  at  one  or  the  other  of  them  till 
the  Swan  Creek  church  was  built  in  1873. 

Among  those  who  had  to  do  with  the  early  church  were: 
A.  A.  Cornell,  Andrew  Sisson,  Rufus  Sisson,  Burwell  Booth, 
Franklin  Booth,  J.  S.  Ratekin,  James  Tucker,  Anna  Philips, 
and  their  respective  families.  James  Tucker  giving  the  lot 
to  build  on. 

Rev.  C.  B.  Couch  was  the  first  and  J.  W.  Coe,  N.  T.  Allen, 
and  W.  H.  Witter  were  among  the  early  pastors  of  the  church. 

In  the  fall  of  1896  Swan  Creek  and  Greenbush  were  united 
as  a  charge  and  J.  H.  Wood  was  appointed  pastor. 

Noteworthy  revivals  have  been  held  in  Swan  Creek  under 
the  leadership  of  Milton  Haney,  J.  H.  Wood,  H.  M.  Bloomer, 
then  pastor  at  Roseville,  a  street  evangelist  named  Gilbert 
and  Rev.  Fowler  of  the  United  Brethren  church  of  Galesburg, 
assisted  by  Sylvester  Sanford,  a  native  Swan  Creek  boy. 

In  the  fall  of  1916  Swan  Creek  was  put  on  with  Raritan 
and  Colfax  with  Rev.  0.  W.  Rose  as  pastor.  In  the  last  ten 
years  the  church  has  undergone  several  remodelings  till  it  is 
today  a  neat  little  church  with  basement  and  furnace;  and 
many  who  are  interested  are  looking  hopefully  to  the  day 
when  they  can  have  a  neat  parsonage  and  be  able  to  support 
a  resident  pastor. 
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FORMER    PASTORS 

A.  C.    Higgins                 -          -          -  1861 
M.    D.    Heckard 1862 

B.  F.  Mark       -                                   March  1863 
Wm.   B.   Frizzell       -  1863 

H.    H.    Crosier 1864 

S.   C.   Woodfuff  -  part  year 

Peter   Warner  -         -         -         -  1865 

M.    Spurlock  -  -  -  -  1866 

M.  C.   Bowlin 1868 

C.  E.    Rowe 1869 

J.    M.    Mathews        -  1870 

C.    Atherton         -----   1872 
W.  H.  Hitchcock       -  1874 

S.   P.   James 1876 

W.   R.   Blackwell 1878 

G.    C.    Brant 1880 

J.  L.  Torpin       -         -         -         -  ?— 1882 

Douglas  Streetor  -  -     -   1883 

N.  G.  Clark 1884 

E.   N.   Bentley  -  1885 

G.   G.   Morrison  -  1886 

C.  F.  Crane  -  1886 
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PRESENT     OFFICERS 

OF    THE 

WALNUT  GROVE  CHARGE 


WALNUT    GROVE 


Superintendent  of   Sunday   School — Mrs.    Herman   Daniels. 
President  of  Epworth  League — Lula  Haffner. 
President  Ladies  Aid  Society — Mrs.  W.  E.  Woods. 
Trustees — James  H.  King,  Frank  Combs,  W.  K.  Wolf,  W.  F. 

Merion,  John   Bagley. 
Stewards,  Herman  Daniels,  Frank  Combs,  W.  K.   Wolf,  Mrs. 

Effie  Rebman. 
Treasurer — W.  K.  Wolf. 


LYNN   GROVE 


Superintendent  of   Sunday  School — Mrs.    Effie    Rebman. 
President   Ladies   Aid   Society — Mrs.   Josie   Stewart. 
Trustees — C.  R.  Paul,     Ray  Maul,     Ezra     Hageman,     Frank 

Brooks,   George    Brewer. 
Stewards — Mrs.   Margaret  Maul,     Mrs.  Ida  Paul,     Mrs.  Ollie 

Hageman,  Florine  Haffner. 
Treasurer — Mrs.  Margaret  Hageman. 


SWAN  CREEK 


Superintendent  of  Sunday  School — Mrs.    Max    Sanderson. 
President  Ladies  Aid  Society — Mrs.   Mary  Peterson. 
Trustees  — H.   M.   Bradley,      Wm.    Watt,      Rolin   Parsons. 
Stewards — Mrs.    Assineth    Watt,      Mrs.    Nettie    Sands,      Mrs. 
Frieda  Bradley,  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Acton. 
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THE   CHURCH  OUR  SAFETY 

Whenever  you  see  a  church,  whether  built  of  lumber,  brick 
or  marble;  whether  great  or  small;  in  the  city  or  beside  the 
country  cross-roads;  do  you  realize  that  people  have  laid  down 
silver  and  gold,  time  and  earnest  effort  to  build  that  church, 
because  they  expected  it  to  stand  for  something  in  that  com- 
munity? 

That  building  testifies  of  the  spiritual  nature  in  man  which 
requires  a  place  of  worship,  and  of  the  efficacy  of  divine  wor- 
ship to  bring  peace  to  the  troubled  soul. 

It  testifies  of  spiritual  values  whch  are  more  real  than 
material  things  and  more  enduring  than  sun  and  stars. 

It  testifies  of  a  Christ  who  came  from  the  Father  and  re- 
vealed the  will  of  God  to  man:  a  Christ  who  spoke  as  never 
man  spoke  before  or  since;  who  lived  without  sin  and  died 
praying  for  his  murderers:  a  Christ  who  rose  from  the  grave, 
and  who  ascended  into  heaven;  but  whose  life  is  manifest  in 
the  world  today  and  will  be  till  the  end  of  time. 

It  stands  for  the  highest  achievements  of  which  man  is 
capable,  for  the  Fatherhood  of  God  and  the  brotherhood  of 
man,  for  justice  tempered  by  mercy,  for  obedience  to  the 
golden  rule  anu  for  the  obligation  of  the  strong  to  bear  the 
infirmities  of  the  weak. 

It  is  a  silent  reproach  to  littleness  and  selfishness  of  every 
kind;  and  it  bids  man  shake  off  the  fetters  of  sin,  to  come  to 
the  Savior  for  pardon  and  to  live  a  new  life  according  to 
His  holy  commandments. 

The  church  should  receive  the  hearty  support  of  every 
man  who  has  regard  for  himself  or  his  posterity. 

Were  it  not  for  the  church  our  boasted  civilization  would 
lapse  into  the  heathenism  from  whence  it  came,  gross  immor- 
ality would  parade  in  the  light  of  day  and  no  rebuke  would  be 
heard;  truth,  virtue,  faith,  liberty  and  home  would  become 
antiquities;  darkness  would  cover  the  face  of  the  earth  and 
chaos   would   reign   supreme. 
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